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" No," I said. " Neither I nor anyone else can defend
themselves against the cruel or the idle. After all, if you,
who seem to be kindly and intelligent, repeated and
believed all this about me, why should not other people ?
Even your friends who know me so well told you this, and
until two hours ago you believed them; why don't you
believe them now ? Are you sure I did not spend my days
playing tennis with German prisoners or providing them
with turtle and truffles ? Or that my daughter Elizabeth
did not betray the movement of our Fleet to her German
fiance ? How do you know that my husband and I feel
this war, or indeed feel anything at all ? Why should
such a ridiculously short acquaintance rob you of your
faith ? "

Seeing her face pale with emotion, I relented and
said:

" Perhaps you were exaggerating what your friends
told you about me."

To which she replied energetically :

" Why, not at all! I assure you ; I cursed that young
officer when he came into our carriage, as I knew our
lovely talk would be at an end, but now I bless him, for
had it not been for him I would have told you much worse
things/'

Amused by her candour, I said :

" What worse or more unforgivable thing can anyone
say of a fellow-being than that she does not feel this war ?
If all my enemies conspired together to defame me, they
could invent nothing that I should feel as poignantly as
that/'

Our taxi had stopped at my house in Cavendish
Square and she pleaded with me to let her come in.

" Tell me, do you hate me ? Do you think me awful ?
Oh, let me come in if only for a moment/'

" But," 1 said, " you will be late for your rehearsal."

" Oh! that can go hang! I see you don't really
want me-----"